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Mozart 

Gounod 


$0t1fi$ “ • (®) “ Possenti Numi ” (// Flauto Magico) 

(&) Vulcan’s Song {Philemon et Baucis) 

Mr. ward COWDERY. 


(a) " POSSENTI NUMI.” 
Possenti Numi, Iside, Osiri, 
Date k que’ petti senno e valor 
I vostri lumi la coppia miri, 

E non I’alletti ombra d’error. 


English Version. 

O Isis and Osiris, guide them! 

Send down thy spirit on the pair; 

Still, all their wandering steps directing, 
Fit them our solemn rites to share. 


Del bel sentier giunga alia meta, 
O se a lei, her destin lo vieta, 
Virtude in sen d’eterna pace. 

La coppia audace accolga almen. 


Bid them endure through dangers low’ring ; 
Shield them in trial’s hour o’erpow’ring. 
Oh, let thy mercy be their guard; 

Ever their virtue’s rich reward. 


(4) Vulcan’s song. 

Au bruit des lourds marteaux d’airain, 
Au sombre dclat de la fournaise, 

Dans mon empire souterrain, 

Je marche et je respire k I’aise. 

Je r^gne en maitre souverain. 

Mais chez vous.^’en ai honte, 

Chaque fois que j ’y monte 
J’enrage de me voir 
Si difforme et si noir, 

Mon aspect vous fait rire, 

Et tout bas j’entends dire: 

“ V^nus n’avait pas tort, 

II m4rite son sort.” 

Sans ^couter le reste 
Loin du s^jour celeste 
Moi, je fuis: voil4 pourquoi 
J’aime k rester chez moi. 

Sous les monts ferm^s au ciel bleu, 

Je commande k toute une arm4e 

De noirs grants, maitres du feu, 

Au sein de I’ardente fum^e. 

Comme vous, 14-haut, je suis Dieu ! 
Mais quand Junon m’invite, 

A lui rendre visite, _ 

J’enrage de me voir, etc., etc'. 


English Version. 

Where heavy hammers loud resound, 

And furnace-fires are roaring loudly. 

In mine own empire underground 
I bear myself at ease and proudly. 

A sov’reign ruler there I’m found! 

But when above I visit. 

The anguish is exquisite 
To know myself a fright. 

Deformed and black as night. 

Laughingly thou dost behold me; 
Whisp’ring low, sharp ears have told me: 
“ Fair Venus him well served. 

He hath his fate deserved.” 

Much more they may decry me, 

But far away I hie me. 

And that is why I seldom roam. 
Preferring much to stay at home. 

In caves, where daylight’s never seen. 

Of mighty hosts I’m lord and master: 
Grim giants black and fierce, I ween. 

Who toil where fires burn fast and faster. 
’Tis there I reign a king serene! 

When Juno, Queen, I visit, etc. 

Joseph Bennett. 


Violin Solo ■ ■ “Trille du Diable” Sonata - - Tavtini 

Miss KATHLEEN PARLOW. 


PidnOfOrtC Solo • ■ scherzo in B flat minor - - - Chopin 

Miss HILDA SAXE. 


Sonfls - - (a) “ Cherry ripe ” • - - 

{h) “ Will niemand singen ’ - - • Htldach 

Madame LILLIAN BLAUVELT. 

(a) “cherry ripe.” 

“ Cherry ripe, cherry ripe, ripe,” I cry ; 

“ Full and fair ones—come and buy.” 

If so be you ask me where 

They do grow, 1 answer: “ There, 

Where my Julia’s lips do smile, 

There’s the land of Cherry-isle, 

There plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow.” 

“ Cherry ripe,” etc. 








Sotifls 


Vannah 

German 


(a) Eily 

{b) Waltz Song 

Madame LILLIAN BLAUVELT. 


. - - “England, my England- 

(Composed for the Worcester Festival, 1908.) 

A. Herbert Brewer 

Mr. ward COWDERY. 


What have 1 done for you, 

England, my England? 

What is there 1 would not do, 

England, my own? 

W'ith your glorious eyes austere. 

As the Lord were walking near. 

Whispering terrible things and dear 

As the Song on your bugles blown, 

England— 

Round the world on your bugles blown. 

Where shall the watchful Sun, 

England, my England, 

Match the master-work you’ve done, 

England, my own ? 

When shall he rejoice again 

Such a breed of mighty men 

As come forward, one to ten. 

To the Song on your bugles blown, 

England— 

Down the years on your bugles blown? 

Ever the faith endures, 

England, my England ! 

Take and break us: we are yours, 

England, my own ! 

Life is good, and joy runs high 

Between English earth and sky ! 

Death is death; but we shall die 

To the Song on your bugles blown, 

England— 

To the stars on your bugles blown ! 

They call you proud and hard, 

England, my England— 

You with worlds to watch and ward, 

England, my own ! 

You whose mailed hand keeps the keys 

Of such teeming destinies. 

You could know nor dread nor ease, 

Were the Song on your bugles blown, 

England— 

Round the pit on your bugles blown 1 

Mother of ships whose might, 

England, my England, 

Is the fierce old Sea’s delight, 

England, my own. 

Chosen daughter of the Lord, 

Spouse-in-chief of the ancient Sword, 

There’s the menace of the Word 

In the Song on your bugles blown, 

England— 

Out of heaven on your bugles blown 1 

W. E. Henley. 













